Prosperous eyes had opened very wide. Slowly they narrowed
again, whilst the Viceroy at his side, clapping his shoulder once more,
was summing up the Doria bid for his friendship.
"Three thousand ducats, the ransom of Dragut, the restoration of
the Adorni to their Genoese possessions, and a wife dowered like a
princess. You'll sheathe ttfc sword at last, Prospero."
"In God's name?" Gianettino appealed to him.
Slowly in silence Prospero turned away. He paced to the window,
and paused there looking out upon the misty rain and the grey sea.
Urgent, indeed, to the House of Doria must have become the need to
make peace with him that they should go to such lengths as these.
And he weighed the offer. In one scale he set all that had been
enumerated; in the other his love and his righteous hate; his Lady of
the Garden, his Madonna dell' Orta as he called her in his latest
sonnet upon which the ink was scarcely dry, and the manner of his
father's death.
His father was gone, and his Lady of the Garden perhaps beyond
his reach. But could he sacrifice to worldly advancement his duty to
the memory of the one and his hopes, however slender, of the other?
Could he do this without abiding self-contempt ? It was said that
every man had his price. But what-man of honour would admit that
the saying was true of himself? And must he not have to admit it
hereafter if he took now the proffered Doria hand ?
He turned at last to those two who watched and waited. His eyes
were grave to the point of wistftdness. He spoke slowly, almost sadly.
"Once I read on a sword-blade that was forged in Toledo the.
motto: 'Draw me not without reason. Sheathe me not without
honour.' That is an injunction of which to be mindful. This sword of
which we speak, Gianettino, was certainly not drawn without reason.
Abundant reason. It certainly cannot be sheathed again without
honour.**
There was a long silence. The Viceroy's eyes were troubled,
Gianettino's angry. Then the latter burst into stormy speech.
"Body of God! Do you say that there is no honour in what we
offer? It is an amend, no less. And what an amend! An amend not
to be surpassed in generosity. Certainly not to be received in churlish-
ness, If you will not . . /'
The Viceroy interposed, a steadying hand upon Gianettino's arm.
^ "It might be well to wait; to give Ser Prospero time to digest this
thing. It comes upon him very abruptly. He will scarcely yet realize
all that your offer really means. A decision taken thus without reflec-
tion would be fair to neither of you. Let him carefrlly weigh the
matter before you insist upon an answer, and forget meanwhile what
has been said." He looked beyond Gianettino at Prospero. "At
least you will consent to take time for thought," he begged.
"Since you urge it." Prospero shrugged. "But I am sure that it
can alter nothing."
Despite the little hope of agreement that was left by the finality
of his tone, the Prince of Orange, that night, when they were alone
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